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The following pieces have appeared in yarious Periodicals, 
except the " Fragments " of a Poem written daring the 
Winter of 1839-1840. Other portions of it are represented 
by " The Lost Eagle " and the " Dream of Chivahry," with 
some stanzas subsequently added to the latter, and by the 
verses on the Battle of Harlaw, in ** Ballads from Scottish 
History " (1863). The same youthful production contained 
many more lines, which I refrain from inflicting on my 
friends. 

6^ May, 1880. 



CONTENTS. 



I. The Lost Eagle, . 
II. A Dream of Chivalry, . 

III. Fragments of a Rhyme of the North 

1. The Weather-Cock, 

2. Morning in Town, . 

3. Alma Mater, 

4. The Dee and the Don, 

IV. Sathanas and the Fryar, 
V. The Old Man's Melodies, 

VI. Kilmaveonaig, 
VII. Light in the Darkness. . 
VIII. The Church in Scotland : 

1. It was a day in leafy Summer-tide, 

2. I LOVE thee. Church of Scotland, . 

3. Awaken, O Chdrch of our Fathers, 



Page 
1 



20 
20 
23 
24 
26 
33 
35 
37 

40 
41 
45 



I. 

THE LOST EAGLE. 

Founded on an incident which occurred at GirdUness Light' 
housSf on tlie North-East Coast of Scotland, in the Autumn 
of 1839. 

A story goes, which may be sung or said, 
And freely I propose in verse to handle. 

How once a Lighthouse and an Eagle played 
The common tragedy of Moth and Candle 

On a large scale. The public prints averred 

The accurate dimensions of the bird. 

His length from beak to tail, and breadth of wing ; 
But many a thing is said which poets cannot sing. 

There was an Eagle soaring to the sun 
From a lone peak amid the wilderness 

Of Norway's old pine forests broad and dun ; 
Soaring through airy regions measureless. 

The pride of youth was in his eyes* expanse, 

The scorn of -earth was in their rolling glance ; 

Swiftness and strength were in the wings that bore 
The brave young bird along to Norway's western shorii, 

B 
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On high he passed, in glory of his strengtJi, 

The mountain-land ; the land was not for him ! 
Passed where the ocean billows' foamy length 

Ban flfljg>ting on the rocks, unheard and dim ; 
And where the restless seamews white would go^ 
Rising in clouds, soon broken, £eu: below ; 
A moment wheeled his pinions in disdain ; 
The shore was not for him ! He launched above 
the main. 

His spread wings proudly cleft the yielding air. 

As with a steady course and keen eye still 
He followed the descending sun, and there 

The tempest found him from his native hill. 
The land he scorned had faded from his ken. 
And shoreless waters were around him then ; 
Yet sped he fearless on, though, with the frown 
Of Texed and clouded skies, the shades of night came 
down. 

The Ocean Spirit of the Storm awoke. 
Summoning perils from the deadly pool 

Of noisy Maelstrom, and the lightning broke 
From the descending blackness. Near and full 

The thunder rolled upon the blasts that raged 

Above, beneath, and furious battle waged 
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With the proud bird still westward journeying, 
As mightily he struck the tempest with his wing ; 

Until at last a flood of lightning came, 
Red-rushing and invincible, and he. 
Lost and bewildered in the darkening flame. 

Fell struggling downward to the boiling sea. 
He heard it nigh, and on the wing anew 
With drunken course uncertainly he flew. 
Lost in a region starless and unknown. 
His youthful daring quenched, his kingly pride o*er- 
thrown. 

But not alone he wandered ; for there went 

Dark rolling through the strife of waves below. 
And labouring like Leviathan o'erspent, 

A ship, with danger on her stem and prow. 
The one hoarse voice above the tempest calling. 
The hurried treading of the crew, the falling 
Of crashing spars, and roar of sails wide-riven. 
Were sounding from the ship to wreck imsuccoured 
driven. 

The mariners, amid their toiling care, 

A flapping of loud wings above them heard. 

And fear imwonted filled each bosom there 

With boding thoughts the thimder'hadnot,^i\rL^^\ 
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And when, as oft the flaring lightnii^ pasKd, 
Thej saw them moyii^ nigji the bending mast. 
How sank and died their hopes and hearts awaj. 
Hearts that had scorned to quail in all the lightning^s 
play ! 

Their strength diminished as their coorage felly 

And many dropped their hands, and tofl gaTe o'er ; 
Xot that they hated life ; they loved it well. 

Yet, listless standing, strove for life no mcNre. 
The stormy Spirit's wings were brooding o'er them ; 
What power had they to change the doom before them t 
The Spirit's eyes were on them, mocking sorrow, 
Outwatching hope, and they most perish ere the 
morrow ! 

And he, the storm-tost Eagle, still would keep 

Winging beside their mast, as if he took 
Companionship upon the sunless deep. 

And skies unstarred had changed his heavenward 
look. 
But where is now that tempest-driven bark. 

And where her woe-worn crew 1 Hath night more 
dark 
In shroud of thicker gloom concealed her motion 1 
All, all are hurrying down through whirling depths of 
ocean ! 
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Now the lost Eagle was alone again, 

Long striving in the storm with failing might, 

When rose, far off, a beam upon the main, 
That drew his faded eye and wandering flight. 

No other ray amid the darkness streamed. 

And that lone light in growing ftdlness seemed 

A star descending nearer earth, to shed 
A brighter, broader gleam on night so dark and dread. 

The Lighthouse wooed him with its beauteous eye 

But must I bless, or soothly blame, the wooing 
That guided him beneath a starless sky, 

Yet lured him to his freedom's dire undoing 1 
Cheered on his way by that increasing flame, 
And straining in the hope of rest, he came. 
Till down beside the burning lights at last. 
And shrieking in his joy, the storm-spent bird was cast. 

Upstarted then the watcher, where he sat 
Much wondering in his loneliness to hear 

Unwonted sounds without, and forth he gat ; — 
Was there some visitant unearthly near ] 

Dark wings arose against him in the light, 

And glared upon him eyes that looked for fight ; 

Quickly they struggled, man and bird, amain : 
The Eagle wielded there his long-tried ^tte'a!gi>CL\si.^^JssL, 
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lliere nidbed no Uasfc in his imudBd hoar 

To wlidbn the ^n^mmn in liie ikalMi deep^ 
Xor had his pmioDB now Ihe deadhr povcr 

Thst hnried the danng hunter from the sfeeqp ; 
A strong arm fhefkfd his proud hesif s sqgiy swoD, 
His wings drooped motionkaB, hisejdidBMI, 
And he that had defied the noon^j son. 
And fought the storm so laog, was prisoned and 
undone ! 



1840. 



A DREAM OF CHIVALRY. 



11. 

A DREAM OF CHIVALRY. 

In the weird region of my waking dreams 
There lay a desert solitude wide spread, 
Uncheered by forest boughs or rushing streams. 

Heaped with rude mounds, memorials of the dead ; 
For there the tide of battle oft had rolled, 
Wasting, destroying, in the years of old. 
When War, a cherished guest of Youth and Age, 
Now counselled Kings, and now was Beauty's minstrel- 
page. 

From the sepidchral mounds a mist ascended. 

That swept the desert like a wind-tossed sea. 
Dimly revealing hosts in conflict blended. 

Crescent and Cross ; a spectral pageantry ! 
Thence came the war-trump's challenge and reply. 
The clash of blade and buckler, and the cry — 
" Rescue Jerusalem, by Paynims trod ; 
Warriors, remember ye the Sepulchre of God ! " 
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And over all I heard a voice proclaim — 

''Well done, good knights, Christ's ftliMnpwfi 
tried and tme ! 
WeU have your deeds confessed His Holy Name^ 

And joys eternal He reserves for you. 
Each drop of nnbelicTing blood shall win 
The pardon to your souls of deadly sin ; 
Angels from Heaven your shout of battle swell — 
It is the will of God ! Death to the Infidel!" 

At other times this song would swelling rise. 

Voices according with the lute's sweet strain, 
" Worship and love to Ladies ! From their eyes 
A present joy the Red-Cross Knight may gain. 
For he is Beauty's worthiest minister ; 
His warlike deeds are incense meet for her : 
Then bring such oflfering ever to her shrine. 
Where Strength and Wisdom kneel, and Heaven looks 
down benign !" 

Grone in a moment was the mist, and gone 

The sounds that lingered o'er that desert field ; 

But one dark form I saw come riding on, 

All mailed and vizored, with a lance and shield. 

The steed he rode was old and weak of limb. 

The Red-Cross on his dinted shield was dim. 
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His lance too feeble for the strife of battle, 
And ever as he went his rusted mail would rattle. 

A time-worn tower stood lonely on the waste, 
The battlements with ivy dark overgrown. 

Its portal scorched with fire, and all defaced 
Its sculptured bravery of massive stone. 

One hollow oak stood solitary near, 

In desolation as in age its peer 

And true companion, lingering leafless there 
The ruin and the fall of that old tower to share. 

And thither rode the Knight with weary pace. 
Nor ever turned or stayed him as he went. 
But stedfastly upon that ancient place 

It seemed his gaze through barred helm was bent. 
And there he sounded thrice his feeble horn, 
That made the castle's silence more forlorn. 
When to each winded call came no reply 
From battlement or porch ; none, save the wind's 
long sigh. 

Then thrice he paced the dreary walls around. 

And at the last his iron arms in air 
He lifted, and his helm gave forth a sound. 

More than complainings yet not all despair, — 
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"Past! Past!" And with the burden of his woe 
Upon his war-steed's neck inclining low 
His plumed and vizored head^ the warrior kept 
Sad silence^ and the wind still through the loiu 
tower swept. 



But suddenly the tempest-voice of War 

Upon the stillness of his sorrow broke, 
And fire-fraught cannons, booming from afar, 

Kolled.o'er the wilderness a sluggish smoke ; 
And from the midst a throng of banners rose. 
Ensigns of mighty nations, ancient foes. 
Confusedly uplifted in fierce fray ; 
There rushed the Lion, — there the Eagles swooped 
for prey. 

The battle ceased ; its clouds departing left 

Euin more ruinous, for every stone 
Of the old tower lay low ; and crushed and cleft 

The old oak tree amid the dust was thrown. 

The woe-struck Knight bent o'er his fallen steed ; 

His long lance splintered Hke a withered reed. 

His sword and buckler shattered, round him lay. 

While burst his hollow cry, despairing, " Passed 

away ! " 
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"And let them pass !" cried one who by his side 

Keined in a steed that pranced impatiently ; 
Wearing no vizor on his face to hide 

The honour and the daring of his eye ; 
Girt with a sword ; though on his limbs he wore 
No mail of proof, nor blazoned scutcheon bore, 
Never was knight in press of battle seen 
More manly in his form, more knightly in his mien. 

" And let them pass ! For though long years have 
flown. 
And bulwarks perish, kingdoms cease to be, 
Fear not this aged world hath yet outgrown 
The sheen of arms and warfare's cliivalry ; 
For fields are won by Valour's single deed. 
And wreaths are woven still for Valour's meed ; 
Love liveth ever in a glorious prime, 
And ladies' eyes are bright as in the olden time. 

" Then come. Sir Knight ; this hand unmailed will 
bear 

The firmest pressure of a grasp of thine : 
We know the feats your gallant hearts could dare. 

And bum to match a courage so divine. 
Come, let us hail thee brother and compeer. 
And bid thee welcome to our flowing cheer : 
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Music and ^ine shall vanquish sorrow's hold. 
And we will hear thee tell the wondrous deeds of old." 



But answered not the Knight as Elnight was wont^ 

Mute and unmoving as a pillared stone. 
Till slowly he upraised his vizor's front — 
There was a hollow, empty helm alone ! 
The cavalier his offered hand refrained, 
Backward a pace his gallant steed he reined, 
And lo ! that semblance of a mail-<}lad Knight, 
Like a dark shadow waning, vanished from the sight ! 

Slowly the rider o'er the wold departed. 
Deep thought that was akin to sad regret 

Revealing in his look ; not careless-hearted 
As one unwisely hastening to forget 

Events of mournful meaning, warnings sent 

From the Unchangeable to man intent 

On vanity, and teaching him to deem 
Time's glories and delights but pageants of a dream. 

As thus he journeyed on in pensive mood. 
Oft curbing his quick steed, and oft his eye 

Back turning to the spot where late had stood 
The vanished shadow of old Chivalry, 
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Sighing, he said — " And is it thus in vain 
We struggle for renown that shall remain 
Undying, and throughout all time be dear 
To mortals as the star of manhood's brief career 1 

" Brave Knights, who left, sworn pilgrims, long ago, 

Your castle homes amid the greenwood shade, 
By Youth's first joys and Love's enchanting glow 

Dearest of all Earth's pleasant places made ; 
Your feet exiling from your native strand, 
To brave all perils in a hostile land. 
O'er desert wastes for weary days to ride, 
The heat of thirsty noon, and night's cold dews 
to bide; 

" Toiled ye for shadows 1 Died ye all for nought. 
When Calvary's dear Mount to save from thrall 
Against the fiery Saracen ye fought, 

Offering your martyr blood on Zion's wall ; 
Or suffered for long years a captive's doom 
In dungeons dark and narrow as the tomb, 
Homeward at last returning, to deplore 
New faces, fickle hearts, and Love's enchantment 
o'erl" 

An answer from the lips of hoary Eld 

Came to the Soldier's thoughtful questionings. 
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One by his saddle walked, who meekly held 

A Shepherd's staff, and yet with sceptred Kings 
Might well have stood, or with the worthier band 
Of Saints who first proclaimed from land to land 
The Saviour's Cross, and round whose brows was set 
A glory from His look last turned on Olivet. 

" Vain as a mocking shadow is the prize 

In Fame's o'ercrowded conflict sought and won ; 
Through Time enduring, yet with Time it dies. 
And Time, with God, was ended ere begun ; 
But their renown is written on the rolls 
Of Heaven's Eternity, whose daimtless souls. 
In mortal weakness and in Hell's despite. 
Continually strive on to win Faith's holy fight. 

" God's blessed will to know, to love, to do. 

In dignity and worth exalteth more 
The creatures of His hand, than to subdue 

The world with arms, or learn its highest lore. 
Worthy is he that doth his faith declare 
By meek obedience. He is glory's heir 
Who, battling with his pride, and love for hate 
Returning, doth his Lord's appointed hour await. 

" A lying Spirit mocked a martial age 
In semblance of a God-inspired conmiand^ 
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Bousing the kingdoms of the Faith to wage 

Unholy warfare in the Holy Land. 
Grod willed it not ! Not His dread Voice the cry 
Of midtitudes led on tumultuously; 
A frenzied monk their prophet, one who came 
To worship with strange fire, not Mercy's hallowed 
flame. 

** The unbelievers' feet defiled not more 

Jerusalem, than every step unblest 
Of them whose shields Love's highest token bore. 

Lovers of violence and War's unrest. 
Not theirs the pilgrim heart that sinless may 
Yearn, where the Intercessor prayed, to pray. 
Or there to weep Hke Him for Zion's fall. 
The joy of Nations once, and stiU beloved of alL 

" Of peace and love Apostles most unmeet 

Were they, the warriors of the West, profaning 
Judea's mountains with unwelcome feet. 

Hate in their hearts, and blood their swords dark 
staining. 
No added joy was to the Angels given 
When Moslem hosts were back in battle driven ; 
Nor failed Christ's blessed Cross in power divine 
Though Moslem slaves remained the Lords of Palestine. 
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" True warriors of tiie Cross there be, a host 

Deservmg more the meed of Poet's song 
Than chiefs whose deeds heroic were the boast 
Of fabling Hellas, or the Knights that long, 
Fearless of man, reproachless among men, 
The Red Cross bore against the Saracen : 
Come, see God*s Knights a deadlier foe defy, 
And joyfully go forth, to battle till they die." 

The roaring of a flood was in my ear, 

Chafing against a mountain's rocky side 
Unshaken and unworn ; below, most drear 

Unholy darkness hid the surging tide ; 
But gathered sunbeams glorified the height. 
And loftily ascending in the light 
I saw the Cross-crowned pinnacles arise 
Of God's blest Church, the place of Prayers and 
Sacrifice. 

Though fierce the roaring waters as the hate 

Of men whose tongues blaspheme the Good and 
True, 

Though wide and all unbarred that Temple's gate. 
No clamour passed the stately portal through ; 

For Holiness was as a wall around 

Unseen, forbidding every evil sound 
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To mar the quiet of the House of Prayer, 
Or mingle with the song of those who worshipped there. 

For not in silent cloistral shades alone 

The peace of Faith, surpassing thought, hath 
dwelling : 
From porch and aisle to the Eternal Throne 

Anthems went up, old anthems, loudly swelling. 
Bright names of holy memory were there, 
Each deeply graven on the pillars fair. 
But heard not in the quiring of the throng 
That gave the Holiest One all glory in their song. 

Within the Sanctuary's inner space. 
And girt for travel or for toil, appeared 

A band of men white-robed ; and in the grace 
Of honourable age, to be revered 

In him the more for the Great Shepherd's sake. 

The Shepherd of the Lord stood by and spake ; 

His words according with the Word revealed, 
The blessing of his lips in Heaven approved and sealed. 

" Ye who in loyalty of heart desire 
Liege Champions of Christ's true Faith to be. 

And, scorning earthly recompense, aspire 
To win in Heaven at last a good degree, 

o 
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Zealous to conquer for its rightful King 
A World in Satan's thraldom sorrowing, 
Forth in the prowess of that Spirit go 
Who warreth and shall war against the Evil Foe ! 

" Depart, devoted to a ceaseless fight 

With spirit hosts that since the world began 
Have striven against all good, and, though to sight 

Impalpable, give deadly wounds to man. 
Yea, with a wile more perilous they stand, 
Traitors in purpose, oft among the band 
Of God*s appointed ones, and he you weened 
Your fellow in the fight, shall turn, and lo, the Fiend 1 

" Then watch, as ye with ardent zeal advance, 

Unearthly battle waging to the end ; 
Yea, against man, for man's deliverance. 

Against the faithless, faithfully contend. 
Upon the strength of the Unseen rely. 
Be Love your sword, and Peace your battle cry : 
So fight and conquer !" Instant answer made 
The called and chosen ones — " We will, with God's 
good aid !" 

And forth to battle in the World that lay. 

Gloomy with mists, beyond that Temple's gate^ 
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By two and two, on their appointed way 

They passed, with prayers and blessings consecrate. 
And in the holy Church were voices giving 
Laud to the Crucified, the Ever-living, 
Whose Manhood crushed the undying Serpent's crest, 
That long with venomed breath the weary Earth dis- 
tressed ; 

Laud unto Him who with the heavenly food 

Of strengthening Grace his warring saints sustains, 
Till the great Dragon sink, and all Hell's brood 

Discomfited lie bound in burning chains. 
Then shall the Earth, to Eden's peace restored, 
Become one glorious Garden of the Lord, 
And they who bore the Cross in Zion's wars 
Shall reign as Kings, and shine for ever as the stars ! 

1840—56. 
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III. 

FRAGMENTS OF A RHYME OF THE NORTH. 

1. The Weather-Cock on the Steeple op 
Aberdeen Town-House. 

Cock of the North ! Sage oracle of crows, 

That flock to thee their weather-skill to borrow ! 
Each solemn beak the daily question caws — 

"Pray tell us what's the wind shall blow to- 
morrow ] " 
For well they know thou dost but turn thy tail, 
North, South, East, West, and straight so turns 

the gale. 
Thou answerest thus — "Look out for squalls and 
flannel ; 
A stifiish gale is wanted for the Irish Channel." 

2. Morning in Town. 

'Tis early morning, and the Sun hath newly 
Burst with his golden influence of beams 

The fetters of the Night, attending duly 

To hasten on the Spring. Entangled dreams 
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Flee with the Night's thick shadows. Dreams 

away ! 
One certain beam of the returning Day 
Is worth a thousand idle glories shed 
With mocking heavenly hues around the sleeper's head. 



But see, while thus we moralize and muse, 
Around the Plainstones * gathers an array 

Of early-rising fisherwives, who choose. 
Each in the front, their station for the day ; 

For be it hot or cold, or wet or dry. 

Those white-capped dames their noisy traffic ply ; 

With well-filled creels displayed, their eloquence 
Alchemic shall transmute to sixpences and pence. 

Hail, Finnan Haddocks ! Pets of northern palates, 

The very prime of manufactured fishes ; 

No hard, dry speldings, fit for pedlars* wallets ; 

Choice breakfast dish, yet not so much a dish as 

Particular picking : herrings from Loch Fyne, 

Or classic oysters from the Lake Lucrine, 

Or wondrous coloured trouts of Eastern story, 

Are poor to match with you, the Aberdonians' glory ! 
****** 

* Bemoved many years ago. 
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One would I mark forth issuing, pale and slow. 

Whose feeble steps are by a staff upborne, 
Not blythe of mien, as manhood loves to go, 

Swinging a staff so jauntily at mom. 
His manhood hath the failing of long years. 
The dark remembrance and the sinking fears ; 
His eye as dim, his hairs as few and hoary. 
Without the reverence due, the old man's strengt' 
and glory. 

Beside him there a blooming maiden walks, 
His brother's child, and in a voice of glee 
Her girlish thoughts without a thought she talks. 

And of the warming Sun : the Sun and she 
Will smile him into health ! And all the while. 
Lest her too hasty movements give him toil. 
She checks the pace her lightsome feet began : 
The simple child of ten is stronger than the man. 

Seeks he the cup his youth had nightly quaffed ? 

The new debauch the day that followed brought 
Ah no ! For now he goes to find a draught 

More pure than parched intemperance had sought 
Health from the Aberdonian Spa, of yore 
More trusted than 'tis now, which I deplore. 
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Since learned Doctors say, for ills that seize on all 
Mankind was seldom tried a fountain more medicinal.'^ 

3. Alma Mater. 

With mirthful face, the boyish Bageant skips. 

Proud of his gown, yet wishing 'twould look older ; 
Thinking himself, as to the class he trips, 

A scarlet meteor to each beholder ; 
Scorning school grammars, ditto Grammar Schools ; 
For Greeks like him too childish are their rules. 
In dingy cloak hastes on the Semi sly, 
A problem on his lips, and roguery in his eye. 

There treads the toiling Tertian, tried with study, 

In dingier gown and destitute of sleeves ; 
On teazing youngsters dooming vengeance bloody. 

And glancing o*er at times his blotted leaves. 
Nor there the student learned in Logic lags, 
In gown, once red, that hangs in glorious rags. 
To be demolished quite when he shall stand 
Artium Magister soon — the musing Magistrand, 

There be not few who don the Bageant's gown 
And yet are men, though learning Greek with boys; 

• Since these verses were written, the ** Well of Spa*' has 
lost much of its chalybeate character. 
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Whose manly chins, which long have lost their down. 

Would be, but that the steel polite destroys 
The bristling honour, " bearded like the pard ;" 
For thirst to learn contends with fortune hard, 
And, conquering oft, brings forth the peasant's son 
To seek at manhood's age the prize that youth has won. 

One such I knew in College days of old, 

Not as companion, for unequal years 

Forbade his fellows of the Class to hold 

The laughing fellowship of hopes and fears 
In study's path with him. Scarce seen abroad 
But punctual to the stated hours, he shewed 
A mind intent on making much of time 
In tasks that shortened life : he perished in his prime. 

4. The Dee and the Don. 

Two regions lie in Memory's Holy-land, 
Their names a never failing spell of power ; 

Twin spirits haunt them, of her fairy band ; 
Each hath a region, each a sacred hour. 

And thither, with prevailing charm, they carry 

My soul to visit oft, and long to tarry. 

For there memorials from the boughs they bring, 
And there the streams run on to melodies they sing. 
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Remembrancer of ligbt-soiiled mirth ! With thee 

A dwelling of delight and Eden-dreams 
Smiles by the flowing of the blythesome Dee, 

That o'er its shining pebbles glides and gleams. 
Oh, when the gales of life are rude and chill, 
Or clouds of anxious care the prospect fill, 
With thee the solace of past joy I'll find, 
Where genial Summer breathes, as lasting as the mind ! 

And thou, meek Spirit, loving to restore 

Pleasures that in their calmness had a strain 
Of melancholy, cherished yet the more. 

As light from mingled shade a charm will gain. 
Beside the solemn Don thy watch dost keep 
Where all around the moonlight shadows sleep, 
And old Balgownie's pictured arch is cast 
Upon the silent river seaward flowing past. 

Edinburgh, 1839-40. 
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IV. 

SATHANAS AND THE FEYAR. 

Ane maist profytable Ballate, in use to be recytit as ana In- 
terlude after the Moralitie enactit on the Piay-fielde at 
Abyrdene, in the worschipfuUe presence of the Abbot and 
Pryor of £on-accord, on Sanct Nicholas his Day. 

** Consider it warily, rede ofter than anys ; 
AVeill at ane blink slie poetry not tane is." 

— Bishop Oawain Douglas, 

There is manie ane Fryar in Borrowe and Shyre, 

All Fryars of halie mude ; 
But it is raie desyre to speke of ane Fryar 

Quho wonnit at Halierude. 

This halie man grit fame y-wanne 

For cunnynge in Cookerie, 
Tho none mot looke in his Cookerie Buke, 

Close claspit with locke and keye. 
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The savourie dyshes of foulis and fysches, 

The rostes and the pastyes gude, 
Were all of the best, as maye ethe be guesst, 

In the Abbeye of Halierude. 

In appyl-pye order were meates in the larder, 

The cellares were storit with wyne ; 
Oh, the lippes of ane laye y-smacken maye 

To thynke how ane Monke could dyne ! 

And ferthyr the fame of the Fryar his name 

In the myndis of men to rayse. 
He, sooth to telle, was acquayntit welle 

With the Dewyle and all his waies. 



Now lystene gentles, and everie one. 

For ane tayle of Sathanas aulde 
Ib at sic ane seasoune baith rime and reasoune ; 

So lyst tiU the tayle be taulde. 

Sathanas sate in his mnrkie hame. 

And hungrie and hotte was he : 
Says, " Quhare schalle I get ane lyttil dewyle 

Ane erronde to runne for me V* 
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" Now here am I, ane lyttil devryle 

Will doe it withouten fayle : 
I will goe in ane craoke and surelie come ,backe 

In ane qubyske of youre Majesty's tayle." 

His eye-glasse y-tooke Mahounde to looke 

At the impe quho spake so bolde, 
And tho smalle to view he thochte he mote doe, 

So quicklie his heste he tolde. 

" In ane twynklyng begone, and to gude Friar Johnne 

Quho wonnyth at Halierude, 
With mie complyments telle that I hope he is welle 

And the reste of the Brothyrhude ; 

" And praye him to sende, to oblyge ane auld friende, 

Ane Suppyr caulde and gude ; 
For brymstone bannocks and charcole pyes 

Are maist unsavourie fude. 



" And if he complie, now promyse I 
Myne honnoure and worde upone. 

Never tempte I schalle his Bretheme alle 
Till ane yeir and ane daye be gone. 
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'^ Let them eate of the heste, and dryiike with ane zeste 

Of Cyprus and Malvoisie ; 
For ane yeir and ane daye they may goe their ain waye 

Withouten ane hynte from me." 

The impe gaif ane hoppe, and at Etna its toppe 

In less than no tyme he stude ; 
He steppit over the Straytes of Dovere, 

And jumpit to Halierude. 

" Gladde to fynde you alone, Reverend Johnne, 

Hoppynge I don't intrude ! " 
But the Fryar looked blue, and said " Certes, ye doc, 

For ye cum for nothing gude." 

" Ye are certes ane lyar, halie Fryar ; 

For somethyng gude I cum." 
Then ane stuUe he gat, and dounc he sate 

Just lyke that Fryaris chum. 

His erronde he tolde, that impc so bolde, 

He tolde it cleverlio, 
How Sathanas wantit ane caulde Suppyr 

Y-cookit for him to be. 
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" Say, quhen did he last y-brake his fast 1 
Telle me trulie," said Fryar Johnne. 

" As far as I thynke," said the impe with ane wyi 
" Just ane hundryt yeirs agone." 

The Fryar uprose and blewe his nose, 

And walkit to and fro : 
" Now here, as I guess, is ane precious messe. 

But the Devvyle will have it so ! 

" Ane hundryt yeirs to eaten noughte 

Is Lent tyme blacke and longe. 
And quhat schalle suffyce Mahounde his ma we, 

Quhose hungyr must be strong ] 



" Ane verie smalle pille were Arthuris Hille, 
Lyke mytes everie house in toune, 

And, were it grene cheise his taste to pleise, 
He ethe coulde y-swallowe the Mone." 

The Fryar gan luke in his Cookerie Buke 
That dyshes descryvit in store. 

With delicate meates that quhoso eates 
Will never feele hungyr more. 
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He gatherit at wille, by his wondyrfuUe skille, 

And eke by his magicalle artes, 
In a spaciouse pye dysbe, that came at his wisbc, 

A myllione of Miseris Heartcs. 

He knewe rygbte welle no golde in Helle 

To warme sic heartes is founde, 
But cauld they woulde keip, tho placit in heip 

Quhare rostynge fyres abounde. 

With the heartes he mixed up full manio ane cuppo 
Of Bloode of grit chiefs qulio coulde rjde 

Over thousands of slayne, and all for the gaine 
Of their glorie and pitylesse pryde. 

Quhen to get him ane Payste he tryit his beste 

In cookynge and gramarie, 
Seik quhare he wolde, was nocht so coldo 

As Warldlie Charitie. 



So round the Pye he byggit it hie, 
Nor leavit the smallest hole ; 

Then sent it to be, for minutes three, 
Thryse bakit beneathe the Pole. 
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The impe lauchit hie — " Quhat ane dayntie Pye 

To set before the Kynge ! 
Never feare, Sir Fryar, that infemalle fyre 

Will damage it aniething." 

Said the Fryar so civille, " Now go to the Dewyle, 

And Carrie this Pye awaye, 
And if ye so muche as the crust y-toucho 

There will be the Devvyle to paye." 

Oh, sic ane Fryar, in Burrowe or Shyre, 

We never schalle see no moe ; 
Nor sic ane Pye the stoniache will trie 

Of customeres hie or lowe ! 

The Hearts unethe for Sathanas* teethe 

To break en in pieces were. 
And manie quyte whole doime his throte did role ; 

Their hardnesse y-made him sweare ! 

And ane schiver and shayke and long toothache 

That Suppyr did give him sore, 
For so caulde, in sooth, was the Payste to his toothe 

It yarkit for yeirs fyve score ! 
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V. 

THE OLD MAN'S MELODIES. 

Oh the blossoms of Youth, and the blighting of years ! 
How dreary the garden of promise appears ! 
The roses are withered ; the smiles that of yore 
Made sunshine around me are radiant no more. 

But lives in my bosom the feeling, as young, 
That then to the flowing of melody sprung. 
When Youth's careless bounding was saddened away 
By the Flowers of the Forest and Auld Robin Gray. 

I have heard them at home, by the hearth and the hill, 
When night winds blew coldly, or evening was still ; 
I have heard them afar on the deep's mighty breast, 
And their melody moaning in woods of the West. 

In a land where the music of mine is unknown, 
'Tis there I'm a stranger, and there I'm alone ; 
But there's home in a tune, if the tune that they play 
Be the Flowers of the Forest, or Auld Robin Gray. 

D 
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There is trumping in war, there is piping in peace. 
There is music for mirth, and for sorrow's increase. 
There's a song for the young, merry-hearted and bold. 
And, blest be its music ! a tune for the old. 

And in age I have friends who will listen with me. 
Nor boast from the power of sweet sounds to be free. 
But sadly be solaced, at life's closing day. 
By the Flowers of the Forest, and Auld Kobin Gray. 



184L 
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VI. 

KILMAVEONAIG. 

JJnytB written at Dunheld on returning from a visit to Blahr^ 

Aihole in September, 1841. 

Dear Kilmaveonaig, thy braes are reposing 
On Athole's broad bosom, so sunny and still, 

I grieve^that the winding Strathgarry is closing 
Their light from my vision with forest and hill. 

O'er hill and o'er forest, by distance decreasing, 
Schehallion heaves proudly to view thee below ; 

O'er hill and o'er torrent, that rushes unceasing. 
Looks down from his lonely height grand Ben-y-Gloo. 

Like giants o'erwatching an infant in slumber. 
The old mighty mountains stand silent around, 

While songs from the streams, flowing by without 
number. 
At noontide and midnight thy lullaby sound. 
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Te waters of Athole, the Tilt and the Garry, 

Oh ne'er from the banks that embrace you depart^ 

Lest danger and ruin and sadness ye cany 
On Kibnaveonaig, the place of my heart ! 

Te -winds that in glen and in corrie are swelling, 
Blow soft as ye cross it, or harmless if shrill, 

£nt chasing the blight from the leaf, or dispelling 
The clond with its tempest, or mists that would chill ! 

And I, if misfortune be&ll not, to wither 

The feelings that spring as its beanty I praise. 

May often be journeying joyfully thither. 

With heart that is fi^sh as the green of its braes. 



KihiuiTeoiiaig hes immediately aboTe the Psus of Killi- 
crankie. The Parish of the same name was imited with Blair 
in the 17th century ; and, towards the end of the last centmy, 
the ancient Church, which had he&k long in rains, was rebuilt 
for the use of the members of the Episcopal CommimioD in 
the district who had sorriTed the Penal LawsL It is still 
used for Church serrice. The old borial-groiuid surrounds it. 
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VII. 

LIGHT IN THE DARKNESS. 
A Christmas Carol. 

The blasts of chill December sound 

The farewell of the year, 
And Night's swift shadows gathering round 

O'ercloud the soul with fear ; 
But rest you well, good Christian men. 

Nor be of heart forlorn : 
December's darkness brings again 

The light of Christmas mom. 

The welcome snow at Christmas-tide 

Falls shining from the skies : 
On village paths and uplands wide 

All holy-white it lies ; 
It crowns with pearl the oaks and pines. 

And glitters on the thorn ; 
But purer is the Light that shines 

On gladsome Christmas mom. 
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At Christmas-tide the gracious moon 

Keeps vigil while we sleep, 
And sheds abroad her light's sweet boon 

On vale and mountain-steep : 
O'er all the slumbering land descends 

Her radiancy unshorn ; 
But brighter is the Light, good friends, 

That shines on Christmas mom. 

'Twas when the World was waxing old, 

And night on Bethlehem lay. 
The Shepherds saw the heavens unfold 

A light beyond the day. 
Such glory ne'er had visited 

A world with sin outworn ; 
But yet more glorious light is shed 

On happy Christmas mom. 

Those shepherds poor, how blest were they 

The Angels' song to hear ! 
In manger cradle as He lay, 

To greet their Lord so dear ! 
The Lord of Heaven's etemal height 

For us a Child was bom ; 
And He, the very Light of Light, 

Shone forth that Christmas mom ! 
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Before His infant smile afar 

Were driven the hosts of hell ; 
And still in souls that childlike are 

His guardian love shall dwell. 
O then rejoice, good Christian men, 

Nor be of heart forlorn ; 
December's darkness brings again 

The Light of Christmas morn ! 

1868. 

MuHc in Chope's Carols for Christmas and Epiphany.) 
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VIII. 

THE CHUECH IN SCOTLAND. 

I. 

Sonnet. 

Suggested by an incident at the Election, hy votes of the Clergy, of 
the Bisliop of Aberdeen, in St, MatHiew^s Church, Meldrum, 
2Sth May, 1857. 

It was a day in leafy Summer tide, 

When May's bright sun had banished April's tears ; 
Within a Village Church that, scarce descried 

At distance, mid green boughs its chancel rears, 
God's priests were met in holy brotherhood ; 

Though in their purpose for a day disparted. 

Yet to their common Mother faithful-hearted. 
All knelt, and all were silent, ere the Food 

Of Life was given : could stillness deeper be ? 
Then clearly rose upon the Summer air. 

Close by the Church, a bird's sweet melody. 
As if some spirit breathing peace was there. 

Oh, but to feel, to hear, through all life long. 

That deep heart-stillness, and that spirit-song ! 
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11. 

I love thee, Church of Scotland, 

The ancient and the true ! 
Though scarred with thrice repeated wounds 

Thy queenly form I view. 
Yea, for those scars more dear thou art, 

For they are but the sign 
That in thy sorrows thou hast part 

With Him, thy Lord and mine. 

Divinely flows thy lineage 

From those blest saints who fed, 
Companions of Incarnate God, 

On every word He said. 
Strong in the Eternal Spirit's might. 

From East to West they bore 
The only Faith that giveth light 

And life for evermore. 

Thy birth, dear Church of Scotland ! 

AVas where the dying day 
Long hngered by the shining walls 

Where Ninian knelt to pray. 
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Thine early steps Coliimba led, 
And for the Cross and thee 

Went conquering onward till was spread 
The Faith from sea to sea. 

Queens were thy nursing mothers, 

And kings their wealth outpoured 
Minsters exceeding fair to build 

For thee and for thy Lord. 
In sunny peace, in battle fray. 

In tempest and in calm. 
Thine altar-worship day by day 

Went up with prayer and psalm. 

But clouds came darkling o'er thee ; 

Pride waxed, and love grew cold. 
Thy sons despoiled thee, and thy gifts 

Were basely bought and sold ; 
False priests thy sanctuaries trod. 

And sinned before the sun. 
And in thy name, O Church of God, 

Were deeds of evil done ! 

Ah, sorely thou wast wounded ! 

Within, without were foes. 
And preachers of a newer creed 

Than thine against thee rose. 
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Leagued with fierce men in arms arrayed, 

They cried, Destroy, destroy ! 
And minsters fair in ruins laid 

Fed their fanatic joy. 

And still thy changeful story 

Went on till, by decree 
Of Him who loved thee, thou wast set 

From kingly favour free. 
Mourn not the day a stranger's hand 

Thy stately mantle tore, 
And with the princes of the land 

Thy seat was found no more. 

For then, Church of Scotland ! 

Thy faith and truth were tried, 
And in oppression's wa,8ting fires 

Thy gold was purified. 
Cast forth to life-long poverty. 

Thy priests their claim made good 
With apostohc saints to be 

In rightful brotherhood. 

With Ninian, with Colmnba, 

Though nameless here on earth. 
They owned one Lord, one Creed confessed. 

And preached one glad New Birth. 



44 THE CHURCH IN SCOTLAND. 

Kich in the Spirit's grace and power, 

And of all else bereft, 
They cheered, through many a darksome hour. 

The remnant that was left. 

So strove they, Church of Scotland I 

To hold the land for thee ; 
And heirs of their enduring toil. 

Their patient hope, are we. 
So would we strive, mother dear ! 

'Neath a serener sky ; 
Earnest and blest to serve thee here. 

And in thy Faith to die ! 

1877. 
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III. 

Awaken, Church of our fathers, 
From dreams of the ancient days ! 

Awaken, to conquer for Scotland 
A future of blessing and praise ! 

The world once enthroned thee in grandeur, 
The world, in its wrath, took away ; 

But a sceptre and sword. Church of Scotland, 
More majestic, are given thee to sway ! 

The Sword of the Spirit is with thee. 
To grasp with imfaltering hand ; 

The Sceptre of Love and of Mercy, 
To hold to a sinful land. 

For the Faith once dehvered contending, 
The Word in the sunlight display : 

It is written — Let nothing be added ; 
It is written — Let none take away. 
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Go forth in tte might of thy mission, 
And struggle till Scotland be freed 

From the strife of its many divisions ; 
From the thrall of a tyrannous creed. 



That would limit the Gospel of pardon. 

As free as the limitless air ; 
A creed that is rife with the wailing 

Of souls fore-ordained to despair. 

Not for this, from the excellent glory 
And the songs of the angels on high. 

Thy Beloved, in boundless compassion. 
Came down on the Cross to die. 

Ever open and free be thy portals. 
And ahke for the greatest and least 

Thy treasures of Grace be imparted ; 
For the faithful, the great Altar-Feast. 

Thy long-parted children will pray thee— 
** In thy courts let us ever abide. 

For the Lord, of a surety, is with thee, 
holy and beautiful Bride !" 
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€rO forth to the battle with evil ;* 

Let thy priests be the foremost there ; 

And all who are lovers of Jesas 

Call to aid thee in work and prayer. 



Por Him many bosoms are beating 
That own not thy rule or name, 

But the Lord of the Church at His coming 
As His blood-bought jewels will claim. 

Awaken, Church of our fathers ! 

Awake, as in ancient days. 
And conquer for Scotland a future 

Of manifold blessings and praise ! 

1879. 
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